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THE BEAR IDEA! 


A. Storer.—“Why, you old animated heap o' unmanufactured pomatum, who do you think's afraid of you? 
Ga’ an’ scratch YOURSELF!” 
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WALLOWING IN WEALTH: 


A CHRONICLE OF CORRODING CRIME. 


CHAPTER I. 

Ir I am to take the word of the sub-editor of this journal (in 
money matters wholly unreliable), there are probably, amung my 
million and balt readers, an odd hundred or so who are unfa- 
miliar with the interior of the strong room in the Bank of England, 
where they lock the money up of a night. 

It is true that but few persons have the privilege of entering 
| the chamber in question, the number being limited to the 
| Governor himself, the Queen and Prince of Wales, the Lord 
Mayor, the o'd girl who sweeps up.and keeps things tidy, and 
the writer ot this narrative, 

Judge, then, what must have been the feelings agitating the 
bosoms of two Dauntless Boys, who. having excavated a pas-age 
below this room at dead of night, and forced the'r way upwards, 
suddenly found themselves in the presence of boundle:s w: alth, 

Bars of gold, stacke4 up to the height of eight and ten feet, 
each bar weighing 112 pounds, lined tne sides of the apartment, 
the centre of which was occupied by huge chests, tightly packed 
with bright new sovereigns, whilst on a table was a solid mass of 
thousand pound notes, probably a yard and a half in width, and 
a yard in depth. There was, however, no time to waste in 
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* i tles i inutes. When he had covered half the distance, his feet began to swell; and this is th measuring or counting. 
Tuis is the celebrated Trotter, who undertook to walk 1.900 miles if ely reaching the winning-post. Hooray! Bravo, Trotter! Mildewed Muggins and Moth-eaten Matilda handed up a 
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It was the grating of a key ina lock. In another moment the door of 
the room opened wide, and a body of soldiers, armed to the teeth, 
poured in upon the astonished band. They were the Guards in charge 
of the treasure. 

For an instant, it cannot be denied, the first inclination of the Daunt- 
less Boys was to dive head first down the hole through which they had a 
while «go elimbed, and beat a hasty, if ignominious, retreat. 

But the harbouring of this thought, in the case of Blood-Stained Bill, 
was but of mom-ntary duration. Then, lightly his silken tresses 
from his marble brow, he fo.ded his arms and seated himself upon the 
sack h- had filled. 

‘*Gentiemen,” said he, addressing the Guards, for such they were, 

{ “this is a matter that will require delicate manipulation. On first 

| thoughts you may feel inclined to fire on us, or to rua us through, or to 


hand us over to the police. A moment's reflection, however, must causc 
ou to see that such a course would be the reverse of wise. If you, sir," 
he continued, addressing the Captain, ‘‘will withdraw your men, and 
‘ | cos he oe , 1 shall be happy to talk the matter over with you coolly 
an mly." 
There was something in the demeanour of the Dauntless Boy that was 
deeply impressive ; yet the officer hesitated. 
‘* How am I to know,” said he, ‘that on the withdrawal of the men 
you mayn't resort to some act of treachery?" 
The Dauntless Boy smiled scornfully. A 
“You know me not,” he said ; ‘‘ but, if you will not take my advice, 
: act as you think fit. A word with you, though. You and your followers 
here are, I , to take care of the treasure. You have dined or 
\ supped ; is that notso? And you have slumbered at your posts while we 
| have been engaged nie Son the gold ia sacks.” 
| 


~ 


The soldier leant upon his sword and turned po 
rH ** Have you removed many sacksful?" asked 
** About eight or nine very full ones," replied Blood-Stained Bill, ‘and 
my trusty Band have conveyed them far bence. To-morrow the whole 
| town will ring with this daring exploit. The funds will go down, the 
Bank break, and the throne totter in the dust. Rest this is not a 
it safe time for a public scandal! of this kind to be made known. Silence is 
olden. I am inclined to be silent and merciful. Withdraw your men. 
low me and my friends here to remove these two last sacks—'tis all we 
ask—and devote the rest of the night to bricking up the hole we have 
| j made in the floor." 
The soldier once again leant upon his sword, and this time wiped away 
\ a tear. (To be continued next week. ) 
vena apeninaden sedis renga MO 
TO CORRESPONDENTS. 
®.* Owing to the demand on our space, we cannot guarantee to answer 
a Correspondents immediately on the receipt of their 
particularly the queerest. 
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rl, FASHION FANCIES. 
SLEINAD (Kirkdale).—1. Undoubtedly Miss v ta « veal lee No._52 —The ‘‘Early Lawn Tennisite” Costume. 
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‘A oe, (running agin mild gentleman, 
drops his penny cigar into the gutter). Look 
hont, guvner{ Look what youdone! Them 
smokes cost me tenpence apiece!" Receives 
the price, and exit into favourite pub. 
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*," For announcement of £3:3:0 Weekly Prise, see page 131. 


A BEAUTY COMPETITION. 


“A thing of beauty is a joy for ever." 


——@——— 
and the ““SLopgER AWARD OF MERIT” will be given to the best-looking 
young weed married or single, who will send her photograph (cabinet 
or carte-de-visite) to Miss Sloper, with the name and address of the 
sender written on the back. There is no limit as to age, and the 
photographs will be returned if a stamped envelope accompanies them. 
The Yise will close this day, Saturday, April 25th. 

99, SHOE LANE, FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C. 


JUMBLES AND GINGERBREAD. 


—>— 
Ir is a strange fact not generally known that, although you can break 
: your fast, you can break loose at the same time. 


r AN affectionate watchmaker may call his wife ‘‘ My little jewel ;" but 
she ought to call him “ My little jeweller." 
THEY were going to cut poor Punsonby's off, and they asked him 
' if he would be ly to faint under the He said, ‘*I scorn 
the amputation |" oe 
e 


A BEAUTIFUL Slice from a haunch so nice, 


Cm 
“Aan Ancestor of Chirgwin, 
the White-E yed” (a Fragment). 


But the morsel I prize, though small in size, 
Is a heart, a warm (sheep's) heart 


e 
‘*Pook man," said the old lady, ‘‘and so he's really gone at last? 
4 For a twelvemonth he hasn't been able to attend to his work, but has 
had a delirium tremens ® to do it for him. Ninety-eight, was he? Dear, 
dear ! to think how that if he'd lived two years more he'd have been a 
centurion.” 


From the ‘“OAILY TELEWAS.” 
To Cnuersemoncers.—A young man renuires | 
situation. Understands pork. “T'ma nervous little thing.” 


eg 


* Could she mean locum tenens ?— Print, dev. 


**None but the brave deserve the fair," as the hansom said to the 
ae ler,” when be knocked him down for calling ‘* Four-wheeler, 
mum?” °° 

ViscounT Freppy met Lord Bob the other afternoon, on the shady 
side of Piccadilly. His lordship had got the Warners rather bad, and 


hanging round about a lamp-post. 
“ae void boy,” said the Viewount, ‘* what'll you say to her ladyship 


ave?” oe 
e 


° 
Wonce, in the sun, we cood cluster and cuss, 
And play all the day at pitch-penny ; 
The p'lecemen might mutter and thretten their wuss, 
We cared not a farden for any. 


A nunsE has just been coavicted of drowning three babies she had 
charge of in a pail of water. That comes of placing babies in a nurse's 


He left out fis rs As How so? Because on his accession he became 
simply George ‘‘ R.,"" having Previously been ‘‘ H.R.H.” 


e 
ACCORDING to the people who compile statistics, if a lady is asked to 
tell her age the information is unreliable ; but if she is asked to give the 
of her dearest friend the truth is almost always got at. This is one 
the freaks of nature which wants thinking over. 


THE Honourable Billy, out shoo , fired into a hedge. 
There was a howl, and 2 country Paster, Vedi cppued aiteg 


“Are you burt?" 
** Hurt ?—I've fifty shots in me, if I've one. I'll have the law on you." 
“* Don't do that | pleaded Billy, ‘I'll give you half-a-crown for every 


FAMILIARITY with certain phrases seems to divest them of all meaning. 
We often enough hear people say in coaversation, Magog aside ;"" but 
it if it were done? 


A CONTEMPORARY has discovered that unpunctuality Is the vice of 
‘*No one,” it says, ‘‘now keeps an appointment to the tick of 
or catches the train or ‘bus which should take him punctually 
10 bia dally occupation ; aed the working-man or mechanics worse than 
a position. All are late, and no one find it lie heavily 
on his conscience." There is some truth in this though it may easily be 
accounted tor when one_remembers that after all it is simply a matter of 
pastime. *° 
SCENE.— The outside of an omnibus. 
PARTY (who doesn't know much about 'osses). And what do you call 
the horse on the left-hand side, driver? He looks a good sort. 
DRIVER. Oh, that's the off un, 
ok Is it, indeed? Dear me! Lost BOTH HIS PARENTS, I 


[But what on earth were they all laughing at? 
e 


gF 


A SUBSCRIBER to all the comic journals since their commencement 
writes to ask when the aisle of a cathedral most resembles a celebrated 


e 
‘‘ AND lastly, but not leastly,” quoth the good mother, as she came 
big aby aed es of the very protracted homily she had been delivering 


My ing 
I had just caught a joke, but it's fled 
‘Audio Gant a Keoehs ot the Goce? 
‘Tis the boy from the office, so fly ! 
_No, it's not. But as sure as a gun, he 
For copy will come by-and- 
How can I, how shad I funny ? 
° 


THE SCHOOLMASTER ABROAD.—According to the Afindoo Patriot: 

the following is a copy of a letter recently received by a schoolmaster in 
India: ‘*Cur, ass, you are a man of no legs I wish to inter my sun in 
your skull." What was intended to be written was—" Sir, as area 
man of knowledge, I wish to enter my son at your school.” Yet people 
say the English e is not progressive among Asiatics, 
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Saturday, April 25, 1885.) 


MISS SLOPER AT THE ADELPHI. 
—_—~—— 


Every well-regulated girl expects her chances, and should look lively 
hen she gets one, 

G. R. Sims has had hie Last Chance at the Adelphi. Of course he will 

as have lots of others 

there, and elsewhere, 

7 ; and even did he not, 

he ought to be able 

tom a good bit 
by this one. 

The Pink ‘Un 
used to publish ar- 
ticles called ‘ Play- 
houses without 


withowtpisyeré 
poor 
Ue rlngacicen ct the 


Adelphi haven't half 
ac among 
them, They are like 
the man who fell out 
of the balloon, 
they're not in it. 
They do their little 
talks and strike their 
attitudes, and stand 
clear of the mechani- 
cal scene ry, and they 
don't even seem very 
happy when all at 
the end of the piece 
is wound ed on the 
i 


umphant principle 
to thunders of ap- 
plause. 
Here is an outline of the plot :—Frank Daryll, having had a spell of 
gay life, has repented, and has secretly married M Barton, the 
daughter of James Barton, the sworn enemy of Squire il, Frank's 
father. The alliance es unfortunate, fer Barton, in order to be re- 
venged on ll, the Jatter's first wife who has been b-lieved 
to be dead, a Lisle, as she calls herself, claims the Squire's 
otal Rev siackyenn, who preys-apon bam ee ton peiorel kenrtapl cult 
a , who upon att q 
about a murder committed by Rupert. Old '] dies of on gy Hee 
obtains possession of the estates and money, and Frank and his wife are 
reduced to starvation. The scene so far having been laid in Derby- 
shire, it is now changed to London for the purpose of dragging ina 


Bob Rawlings: 
Stoney Howarp. 


Rupert Lisle: 
Cnarces GuENney. 


Mary Barton: 


Frank Daryll 

Caries WARNER, Mary Rorxe. 
realisation of the endured at the East-end, where men come, as it 
were. for their ‘‘ last “to earn a few br hoes t at 
the Dorks. How Rupert obtains of Daryll's wife, how the 
latter becomes tem y insane, and how Frank, from the 


madly very 
greatly astonished if G. R. Sims's fs not one of the of big 
goes, The audience, as they say themselves, don't want anything ‘‘ too 
deep," and they don't want anything too new. They want just what 
George has given them, and his will be a golden reward. Lord Bob took 


Frank Daryll: Ke 


James Barton: 


e ‘arasoff: 
CiHtaRLEs WARNER. J. D. Beverince. James FERNANDEZ, 


Louise Moodie was must say 
that I think all concerned did their very best, and it was not quite 
altogether their fault if they had not sufficient opportunity afforded them 
Of shewing themselves to greater advantage. 
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ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


TO OUR READERS. 


To day *‘ ALLY Stoper's HALF-HOLIDAY" completes its first year of 
existence, fifty-two weekly numbers having been published. It is un- 
necessary to speak of the largely increasing popularity of the Paper, nor 
1s there any good in tendering thanks to our supporters, unless those 
thanks take some tangible form. Therefore, to celebrate the occasion, we have 
decided to present toanyone who will send three stambs (the cost of postage), 


A FULL-LENGTH PORTRAIT 


Jn Colours, measuring 174 x 11h, of 


ALLY SLOPER, Hsa., 
THE EMINENT LITTERATEUR. 

This work of art, which is from the hands of an Eminent Artist, 
would have found a place on the walls of this year's Academy had it not 
been for the Hanging Committee, By those competent to judge, it is con- 
sidered equal to anything that has yet come from the master minds of 
such portrait painters as J, Fverett Millais, R_A., Frank Holl, R.A., 
Hubert Herkomer, A.R.A., and W. W. Ouless, A.R.AL 

NOTE.—As the demand will be very great, we cannot guarantee tv 
send the portrait immediately on receipt of application, but must ask 
every indulgence of our supporters, 

Address, TH® Epitor, 
“ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY” “BIRTHDAY PICTURE,” 
99 SHOE Lang, Lonpon, E.C, 


THE LAST CHAPTER OF 


THE MOST EXTRAORDINARY STORY 
EVER WRITTEN! 
The Prize of £3:3:0O for Chapter VIII , printed hereunder, and 
the ‘*SLOPER AWARD OF MERIT." Aas been awarded to 
W. PERCY, 2 Lance'ot Place, Brompton Road. 


OUR PRIZE STORY. 
THE BLACK BOX. 


== 
CHAPTER VIII. (Prize £3:8:0). By W. PERCY. 

WHEN Meritt again raised his eyes, he gazed around him with a 
dazed, stupified look, and saw the burly form of his late accomplice in 
the witness box, calmly and deliberately answering the que-tions of the 
counsel, he began loudly to curse him, but was immediately silenced by 
the warders, 

Kelly created a most profound sensation in the court by declaring 
that the murdered woman was not Mrs, Crawshaw. 

‘*My God!" shrieked Crawshaw, starting up from his seat; ‘‘not 
my wife? Ob, Heavens! is it possible 2," 

‘Charley, pray be calm," exclaimed Evelyn. But his warning was 
needless, The joyful news had been too much for his friend, for, with 
an hysterical laugh, he fell fainting into the arms of Evelyn, who, with 
the assistance of an usher, quickly removed him frm the court. 

When order had been restored, the examination of the witness 
was proceeded with. Kelly went on to relate the whole course of 
events since the abduction of Mrs, Crawshaw, in which he had 
assisted, until the murder of the unfortunate woman, who was none other 
than Merritt's own wife, He stated that the horible event had taken 
place the day previous to Crawshaw’s return to London, of which Merritt 
was fully cognisant, and it was only then that they decided upon the 
plan of practising the cruel deception of sending the body to Crawshaw, 
dressed in his wife's clothes, which wouid Jead him to believe that it was 
in reality his wife ; and in order that suspicion might fall on his enemy, 
Merritt wrote the address in exact imitation of Crawshaw's handwriting. 

That this plan succeeded only too well the reader is perfectly aware. 

Kelly stated that Mrs, Crawshaw was at that moment alive, but was 
confined in a private lunatic asylum at W——, to which she had been 
removed by Merritt, who, by a liberal bribe, had obtained a certificate 


of insanity, which was not questioned by the or of the asylum. 
He declared most solemnly that the murder had committed solely 
by Merritt, but admitted that he had disposed of the head of the hapless 


woman, which had been placed in a bag heavily weighted with stones, 
and thrown into the river. ; 
Kelly was vigorously cross-examined, but he faithfully adhered to his 


Toe prisoner's sister was then called, and fully corroborated Kelly's 
evidence. She further stated that she had used every means to commu- 
nicate with Crawshaw, but had always been frustrated by her brother. 

This concluded the evidence, and the usual speeches from the Counsel 
followed, after which the Judge summed up—he characterized the decep- 
tion played upon Crawshaw as mos: cruel and heartless, The Jury im- 
mediately returned a verdict of guilty against Horace Merritt. The 
Judge then delivered judgment, sentencing the prisoner to death in the 
usual form. During the latter p:rt of the proceedings Merritt had main- 
ta ned a sullen demeanour, and never opened his lips but once, when be 
replied in the negative to the usual question, ** If he had anything to say 
why sentence of death should not be pass:d upon him.” He was re- 
moved, seemingly litt!e impressed by the ternble words he had heard. 

It was late in the day when the proceedings terminated, and Crawshaw 
very reluctantly yielded to Evelyn's entreaties to return to the hotel, and 
wait until the morning before going to the asvlum to the release 
of Mrs. Crawshaw. Accompanied by Miss Meritt they returned to the 
hotel The next morning Crawshaw rose early ; indeed, so on was 
his excitement. that he had been unabie to rest at all, and it was no 
wonder that, in spite of his cheerfulness, he looked haggard and pale. 
He descended to their sitting-room, and found Evelyn and Florrie Merritt 
there before him. He was greeted with much effusion by the two, who 
immediately left the room ; but he was not long left alone. 

He soon heard footsteps descending the stairs; presently the door 
opened, and a lady dressed in black and thickly veiled, entered the 
room. Crawshaw regarded her with a look of astonishment ; but, throw- 
iog up ber veil, she almost ran towards him with outstretched arms, 
exclaiming, ‘‘ Charley, my husband !" 

“My wife,” uttered Crawsbaw, in a husky voice ; ‘‘thank God I see 
you alive again.” ; 

We will not dwell upon the re-union of man and wife, which, it is 
needless to say, was of a most joyous nature. 

Evelyn and his companion after a short time returned, and mutual 
congratulations took place between the friends, 

Evelyn explained that he had sought out the detective, and instructed 
him to obtain the release of Mrs. Crawshaw without delay, and so expe- 
ditiously had he carried out his orders that he and bis charge had arrived 
at the hotel cn the preceding evening, and Mrs. Crawshaw had actually 
passed the night under the same roof as her husband without him being 
aw:re of it. Cra»shaw seemed disposed to chide Evelyn for not letting 
him know of his wife's arrival, but hs friend explained that Mrs, Craw- 
sbaw being very much fatigued, he had determined she should have rest, 
which she greatly neeced, before meeting her husband. 

s s 


* * * e 

A few months after a quiet wedding took place in a small village 
church some miles from London. The wedding party only consisted of 
a lady and gentleman besides the bride and bridegroom, who both 
looked intensely happy. and who were none other than Florrie Merritt 
and Jack Evelyn. It is needless to say that the others were Mr. and 
Mrs. Crawshaw. As they left the church, they walked slowly towards a 
pretty cottage, in which Crawshaw and his wife resided. Later in the 
day they made their way to the railway station, to speed Evelyn and his 
bride on their honeymoon. Farewells were hastily exchanged as the 
train steamed into the station, and, as it moved away, Crawshaw 
Evelyn's hand, and earnestly exclaimed, ‘‘Good bye, Jack. God 
you both!" 

Thus ended happily the horrible mystery of the ‘‘ Black Box." 

YW. Percy, 2 Lancelot Place, Brompton Road. 
THE END, 
1 


ee, 
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THE MAN WHO HAD A TWINGE OF 
CONSCIENCE. 


— 

I Am the man | 

Tam much respected in the City, and I am also an awful scoundre’. 

This is rather an unusual combination in the City, 

Ordinarily, respected parties in the City go westwards about five or six, 

and upwards when 

they die. Iam afraid 

I shan't— go upwards. 
Every day for a 

couple of years, how- 

ever, I have taken a 

third class ticket on 


fortable, thank you. 
The man who takes 
the tickets at the top 
of the stairs has eyed 
me with an eye, but I 
bave passed him calm 


This is the wicked Merchant defranding the pagacrcs®, tO spend his 
Comper: that was bis affair—not 


mine, 
One day a crisis occurred in my business, I found myself in such a 
position, that if I could not get a loan of five hundred pounds within 


had, to use an expressive commercial 
pirans, tems up everybody's back I could get at. T had landed all, and 
= ith tears in my eyes, I felt for my money as I 

pa: 


~~ 


iy") 
as eilaney burp bhai The third class 


had had some idea at first of for the third class as usual, and 
Hite fpaledeay eal pr belpe AsI 


said, ‘‘ how are you?" 
Instinctively I felt that he would have tried to borrow half-a-sovereign 
of me had we met earlier, and thanked Heaven that we had not. Strange 


to say, such was not his intention—as 
it afterwards 


“1 am so awfully glad to have met 
you!” he said; ‘‘let's liquor up over 
there at the bar. I'll catch the next 
train,” 

We went to the bar; we liquored up. 
He stood treat. I thought, with a 
chuckle, if he wanted to any- 
thiog, I could not lend it to him, even 
if Ll wished todo so. Strange to say, 
be didn't seem to want to. 

However, knowing Robioson of old, 
T thought it might be as well to tell him 
something about the crisis, just by the 
way of cooling his ardour. Robinson's 
conduct was extraordinary. He slapped 
me on the back. He said he would 
not have missed me for the world. He 
said it was by the merest accident he 
had met me, for he always took a first- 
class ticket ; but, upon this occasion, 
not being able to find room, he was 
going to jump into a second. 

He then asked how much money I 
wanted, and there and then drew out his cheque-book, and gave me a 
cheque. 

° 


This is the wicked Merchant 
at it again. 


° ° * 7 * e 

I was moved to several tears this time. I took Robinson to my heart, 
His five hundred saved me, I am worth half a milion now. 

I bave always since then taken a second-class ticket, and—invariab/y 
vide first! a 
AT A SQUEEZE. 


THE expression is often made use of respecting a lovely girl: ‘Oh, 
she is pretty enough to eat!" There is a great deal more sense in this 
than in most popular expressions, as we shall proceed to show. For in- 
stance, supposing you were alone in the middle of the Atlantic, in an 
open boat, without food, witha prey gt, you could discover sufficient 
food to last for a considerable time. To commence with, she always has 
a pair of soles, When they are consumed = will discover a couple of 
‘eels, and finally, when you had picked the bone, and thrown it over- 
board, there would always be the g/aice where she had reclined. 

—-+ 
A QUESTION ANSWERED. 

‘ THERE is a great deal too much fuss made over this Anti-Vaccination 
Question," said Jones. ‘‘ When you come to look at it, there isn't much 
difference between the two parties,” 

‘*I don’t see that," said Robinson. ‘'How do you mean to make 
that out, pray?" 

‘* Why,” said Jones (who always wi// have his little joke), ‘don't you 
see that one party are Vaccinators, while the opposition one are only 


Vaccine-Aaters |" 
» up to the time of going to press Mr. 


Strange to relate, however 
Robinson has not yet ‘‘seen" it, 


| 
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George II. in the character of Wellington de Boots, | | 
After Skelt, in the act of making the French run helter- 
Scelter, 


niin 


(Lino 


1 —=—. 


ACADEMICAL SMOKISTS. 
Artist painting (to Model). What tobacco do you sinoke, William ? 


HAD HIM THERE! 


William. Shag, sir. } a A " ; 

Artist. Oh, | always smoke bird's-eye myself. RACING TERMS. Angry old Gentleman. Pooh! pooh! sir, I'm three times your age, with a hundred times your 
Wiliam Too'ot for me, sir; it’s the heye as ‘olds the ‘eat. 3 experience! Do you take me for an ass? . 

Artist. Oh! (Thinks it over | The First Favourite. Nephew. Well, uncle, you certainly have the advantage in length of (years ! 


TOUGHENED GLASS. 


LT 


ZL 


productions so many yards, by I don’t know how many more. 1 itle— 
‘A Fight for Life"—a deadly combat between antediluvian man and 
a herd of Mega/osaurus, A picture replete with terrible surroundings, 
and rejected of course. 


Here is Auty’'s dear old friend Stubbles at work on one of his gigantic 
1. “You see the great saving, sir; throw'em about as 2. At first Mrs B. thought B had 


: ough fe ‘Extraordinary !" ruminated Bloggs’ sonand heir; 4. But I require 
you like, Noy Hoty break.” ‘You may put me upa “* gone wrong” in his head. “T have lived several months in the world, and have al- further f, he 


dozen,’ said Bloggs. ways been under the delusion that elass would easily break.” mentally ejaculated. 


More!!!! 9 ‘I thought I was right!” 
by halves but go in entirely for Touchened Glass. 


8. 
(Morat—Dont do things 


Lois 


BRUMACEN \ YY 8 \\\ 
~ SKS ( Y 


E FIRST DIP OF THe SEASO 


ALLY'S “HALF-HOLIDAY " ANNIVERSARY. 


To celebrate the first year of existence of his ‘‘ HALF-HoLipay," 
Storer is taken to choote the Flitch of Bacon and Tea Service which are | 
to be presented to him (SLOPER), with a Congratulatory Address, He | 
feels shy, 


MAKING THE BEST OF IT. 


| Native of Emerald Isle. \s it me bare feet that’ in’ 
No connection with the General, | assure you. ' an‘ ain't I aportin’ a pair of CORK SOLES sthroublin’ yer Bless yer hanner 


Saturday, April 25, 1885.) ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


ALLY SLOPER GOES A-FISHING. 


A DAY or two before the Fishing Season commenced, Moses said to SLoper, ‘‘ We'll go down on the quiet to a place I know of, and have a 
deuce of a day of it." 
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1. Going down, Moses rather put it on the old man. ‘‘ Who are ycu a-come-on- 2. “It's over here,” said Mcses. ‘* You stop where you are, to look after 
ing-on?" said he. ‘*S'pose you lend a hand yourself, for » change.” the viciuals, and call ‘Cavi!' if you see any one a-coming.” 


our A 4 f 
The Heroine who is under the impression she is as light 
Feather, and flings herself at her adorer. (/¢ flattens folie 
— || aiee meatier |) 
| 
—) 


3. “* What the deuce-and-all has come to Moses?” said ALLY, a couple of hours 4 “If that wretched old fool would only look over the wall,” said Mr. Moses, 
later. ‘‘ And how peckish I am getting, to be sure!” “And I daren’t shout.” 


_‘* Confound him! he’s trodden on my favourite corn. 


lated. 
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5. “Im so sorry Moses don’t come,” said ALLY; “how 'e wau''l have enjoyed 6. The question is, though, did ALLY enjoy it? Up to the time of going to This is a correct portrait of the blessed old idiot who told Dick Whit- 
this!" press he has face. | 


THE NEW LORD MAYOR. 


not come to the su: tington that the streets of London were paved with gold. 
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AWKWARD, WASN’T IT P = | THE COURSE OF TRUE LOVE. 


reeks Boy. Ob! I say, Alf! Don't you wish you'd got a Beard like that} 4 Fond Husband, 1 know you are full of fun, Tt does seem so strange, though. This is the same Tune I used to Play to 
dy? [Arofud 


anner pause, my dear. But really, this is too much! ‘ him Fifteen Years ago ; but he did not go to Sleep then, 
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ALLY-CAMPANE. 


—_~— 


So, after all, the Ancient, Middle-aged, on pors Old Man's Little 
Paper has survived a year’s wear and tear, even ever and anon 
flickers the fitful light of the gent who is 
literary. In our first published Chronicle 
of Curious Events (27th April, 1742), we 
recorded the death, in abject poverty, of a 
literary gent at Twickenham, whom his 
printer buried out of charity. There were 
printers, in those good old days, who pos- 
sibly not only set a fellow up whilst he 
lived, but set a stone up over him when 
dead. What a future there is in store 
or some of us, oe 


Berore Bailie Taylor, at Dundee a man 
was charged with having on a Sunday sold 
a bottle of whisky and one of rum on the 
stair leading to the premises known as the 
Free Gardeners’ Club, The superinten- 
dent of police. said the prisoner was act- 
ing as door-keeper to the club, which was 
apparently doing a ‘‘roaring" business, 
Oa Sunday week, from particulars sup- 
plied by officers who watched the place, 
be learned that in one hour during the 
evening no less than sixty persons entered, 
and ninety-four came out of the club, a 
large proportion of those who left being 
very much the worse for liquor, and the 
stair at times was blocked with drunken 
men,—The magistrate said there seemed 
to be a tremendous trade on in this 
. club on the Sabbath day. He believed 
the trade carried on by these clubs was something extraordinary. 

ee 


e 
Ir has been said that children and drunkards are under a special pro- 
videoce, and Oriental nations think idiots are also. To this favoured 
category must now be added betting men—at least, so long as they bet 
in Australia. A railway train returning from Melbourne races was | 
cipitated down a gap filty yards wide, and eight or nine d he 
carriages were crowded with racing men, inclu several well-known 
bookmakers. Seven ordinary passengers were killed, and sixty wounded. 
Not one of the ‘‘ fraternity" was hurt or shaken, can be an un- 
believer in special providence after this? 
e 


e 

A PRIZE fight took place in Osmaston Park, Derby, on Monday week, 
and a police-constable hearing of the occurrence, at once proceeded to 
the scene of the encounter, where he was violently set upon by some ot 
the mob. He was struck and kicked in the face, two of his teeth were 
broken off, one of his eyes was blackened, and one of his fingers bitten, 
His head was gashed, his helmet, cape, belt, and whistle were wrested 
from him and destroyed, and he was dragged some distance, covered 
with blood and dust, along the road. He, however, by the exercise of 
great determination, managed to arrest the ringleader; and another 
police-constable, who came up, took into custody another of the assailants, 


* 

WE read in a contemporary that the stones of old Temple Bar, which 
have been carefully stowed away by Messrs. Mowlem and Burt, will 
shortly be brought 
to ~— and Tem- 
ple Bar will be 
again set up in 
King's Bench 


= as a grotto. 
hat a great 
chance has been 


Ne 


a \tpny 


They 
have unaccountably failed to secure the services of the real old original 
Temple Bar for the ‘‘ London Street,” which is again to be one ot the 
leading features of this year's show, with, we believe, additions rendering 
it even more realistic than before, “ 


AN extraordinary applicationf or a warrant, was made recently at the 
Birmingham Police Court. It was stated that a woman had represented 
that £40 000 was coming into her possession through Chancery, and on 
these pretences she had succeeded in borrowing several large sums of 
money. She had lived in Birmingham in good style for some months. 
The warrant for her apprehension was granted, 


* 

A prize fight for a purse of £25 took place the other day in a buildin 
in the eaten the town of Nottingham. The pugilists on both ae 
bers of a boxing club, and their rivalry led them to agree upon an en- 
counter with naked fists. Both went into training, and appeared in 
excellent condition on entering the “. They were seconded by two 
well-known Birmingham pugilists, and a Nottingham sportsman officiated 
asthe referee. Neither man fought scientifically as their boxing led their 
admirers to expect, and twenty minutes’ close and exciting work saw the 
heaviest of the pair defeated, after receiving very severe punishment. 
Fifty people witnessed the encounter. 


e 

For some years past sailors have not had a fair chance in the race for 
public favour, Since the grand old ‘‘ Tippy " days, the stage sailor has, 
for instance, been 
quite out of it ; but 
with Charley 
Warner, Harry 
Neville, and 
Clynds, thereought 
to be a chance for 
the ozonian drama- 


tist. oe 
e 


VELL, GIVE ME 


A cUTLASH .” 


EXPERIMENTS 
ot an interesting 
character, to test 
the effect of ‘‘throw- 
ing oil upon the 
troubled waters,” 
were made lately 
off the coast of 
Forfarshire, under 
the direction of the 
Admiralty, A num- 
ber of shells filled 
with oil were fired 
from a gun, and the 
effect of their burst- 
we meh ice pee 
was 
duce broad expanses cf smooth water, while the surface se cake 
boisterous, 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


“ FIGHTING with Russians is not like fighting with savages,” we are 
told, However, Russians even yet don't seem to be too civilized. The 
knout may possibly be 
abolished ; but how about 
that hideous pu 
of flogging to death with 
sticks of green wood, under 
which, on one occasion, 
the body of a miserable 
wretch, ‘‘after two thou- 
sand and nineteen strokes, 
was reduced toa hash?" 
ee 


« 

IT is a gross scandal that 
persons taken into custoty 
by the police on charges of 
drunkenness, should not be 
allowed to see a doctor at 
the station if they allege 
that their condition is due 
to illness, not to intoxi- 
cants, Lately a governess 
was charged at Hammer- 
smith with being drunk 
and incapable; but the evi- 
dence went to show that 
she had been seized with 
an epileptic fit, and had 
not touched a dropot liquor 
the whole day. It was also 
proved that she was a 
highly respectable ycung woman, who made her living by giving music 
lessons, and that no doctor had examined her at the police station. An 
ordinary constable cannot, of course, be justly blamed for mis- 
taking illness for ineb:iety, but that fact makes the opinion of a doctor 
all the m-: re necessary. “ 

At Hampstead Pulice Court the other day, a man was charged with 
obtaining money by false pretences on Hampstead Heath from an errand- 
boy. From the evidence it ap; d that the prisoner was on Hampstead 
Heath in a cart with a companion, and was surrounded by a crowd largely 
composed of boys, to wrom he was selling single matches for ts., 94., 
6d., and 34. each, on the faith of the promise, as alleged, that, as he 
was doing this for a wager, he would return the purchasers their own 
money, accompanied by a handsome present. After securing the money 
of about thirty customers in this way, prisoner thanked them all for t' eir 
‘* great attention,” and was about to depart, gettting off the cart, wher 
one of the boys who had heen victimi-ed seized his hat and insisted on 
having his money back. This made ‘it awkward for the wagerer. 


s 
IN a pretty old-fashioned Devonshire town, a rustic the other day was 
fined 5s. for neglecting to use a skidpan with his waggon when descend- 
ing anil. The was empty, and one wheel was fastened with a 
chain. He paid bis fine and skid-daddled. 


THERE are mayors and mayors. “The Lord Mayor of T.ondon ‘ust 


eho | will be deeply regretted. 
isalso a mayor at Dublin pi 


e 

A PARAGRAPH appeared the 
other day in most of the daily news- 
papers announcing that a matinde 
was to be given on a Saturday 
afternoon at the Princess's Theatre, 
to which soldiers in uniform would 
be admitted gator, On the 
strength of this announcement, a 
considerable number of ‘‘men in 
uniform” turned up at the Prin- 
cess's Theatre in lord Street, 
where they were informed that no 
matinée was to take ce, and 
that the announcement in question 
was a hoax, *° 


Mr. GEORGE MACDONALD 
says in his stage directions :— 
‘*Here the actor should show a 
marked calmness and elevation in 


wisdom 
profound conceit!" How's that 
done? oe 


From Somersetshire we hear that Thomas, for whom a friend 
appeared, was charged with having been drunk while in charge of a 
horse and vehicle A constable said that at midnight on the 18th ult. 
he found defendant asleep in atrap. The wheels were ina ditch, and 
the horse was grazing, with the reins down on its heels. It seemed a 
pity to wake him ; but they did, and he was fined a pound, 


s 
Fro the census that some funnily-disposed persons have just taken 

of the people visiting public-houses between the hours of nine and twelve 
on a Saturday night, it seems that 200 houses were thus visited by 
48,805 men, 30,784 women, and 7,019 cbildren—in all, by 86,608 persons. 
It was found that one Monday morning 1,250 women entered twelve 
| sana in St. Pancras between the hours of bap and ere a 

gures appear large at first sight ; but hardly justify the sweeping resolu- 
tion adopted ats ceaperante meeting held at Exeter Balt The 
practice of going to a public-house on a Saturday night is, perhaps, 
more common than is desirable ; but it would be unfair to assume 
all who enter these houses drink immoderately. Alcohol taken in 
moderation is, according to the eminent authority of A. SLOPER, bene- 
ficial to health ; and who knows how many illnesses are staved off x the 
visits to the pub!ic-houses which are viewed with such horror and 
by the apostles of total abstinence. | ‘ 


e 

FRIMROSE-DAY last Sunday. ALLY hopes you wore your primroses, 
young ladies. Miss 

Sloper did, you bet. 

e 
Last Easter Monday 
teen boys and girls, 
of ages varying ; 
three to nine, were lost 
id their friends on and 
about Hampstead 
Heath. A few bigger 
boys and girls are said 
not to have got home 
in time for tea, 


the Chambers deprives a legion of French plays, dealing with the favouri 
theme of matrimonial deakccqoancy, lah i “4 


Why, though? Will it in future be confined to private life as itis bere, 
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(Saturday, April 25, 1885. 


A CHRONICLE OF CURIOUS EVENTS, 
A CALENDAR FOR THE WEEK ENDING MAy 2ND, 
—~— 
26th A 1881.—The funeral of the Earl of Beaconsfield took 
place at H ee cae. The Queen sent two wreaths, one of prim- 
roses, with the inscription, ‘‘ His tavourite flowers, from Osborne, A 
tribute of affection from Queen Victoria." In the coffin had bren placed 
a solid silver casket, weighing about two pounds and a half, being in the 
of the Distael: family. It contained a coloured portrait of the 
deceased statesman, taken shortly before bis death, 


“* His foes were many, yet he knew not fear. 
With dauntless valour stood he by the helm, 
Guiding the bark of state through storms severe. 
When giant billows strove to overwhelm, 
Calm and enduring stood, and would not yield, 
‘ Peace, and with Honour !* blazoned on his shield. 
26th April, 1478.—Loreozo de Medici, Duke of Florence, was this day 
rescued by the populace from the hands of assassins. His brother Julian 
was less fortunate, for he fell beneath their daggers. The Duke was con- 
palace by the multitude with hp | demonstration of 
while the Archbishop, who became the tool of the for exe- 
cuting this foul and impious conspiracy, was suspended in his pontifical 
robes from the window of his own sanctuary. 


“Q7th April, 1546.—Stow writes, ‘‘this day, being Tuesday in 
Easter week, Wi Fon come ae 2 t in the Tower of 


his thus sleeping could not be known, although the same were diligently 
searched after learned men: yea, and 
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Philt tee’ bold) S Dats Burgundy, died this 
a7th A 1404.— tl le ot A 
day. ste rena jek and brave prince, but so profuse in his expenses 


y 
difficulty that his duchess could redeem it. 


pe te A 
28th April, 1'772.—There this‘day died at Mile End a goat that 
had twice circumnavigated the globe ; first in the discovery ship Dolphin, 
under Captain Wallis; and secondly in the famous Andeavour, under 
Captain Cook, The lords of the Admiralty had, just previous to her 
death, signed a warrant. admitting her to the privileges of an in- 
— ot Greenwich Hospital, a she did not live to enjoy. On 
neck she had for some time worn a silver collar, on which was en- 
graved the following distich, composed by Dr. Johnson :— 
“ Perpetui ambita bis terra praemia lactis, 
Hac habet, altrici capra secunda Jovis.” 
28th April, 1494 —Joan Boughton, a widow, was this day burned for 
. Sion is exbd tp have barn the Sire Sensi martyr te Seated. 
28th April, 1882.—George Henry Lamson was day ber veda 
Wandsworth Gaol for the murder of his brother-in-law, Percy 
John, at Wimbledon, on 3rd December. 1881. 


1696.—"' 's Inn Theatre,” which once covered 
of was 


Surgeons, 
a firs and 
sixty-two nights. nme an ‘March, Sal Gewes | I paid a visit to 


of 
the day :—‘“‘ Last night his Majesty went to the Theatre Royal, ‘3 
Inn Fields, to see paglionder the Country Wife and the entertainment 


of Apollo and Daphne, in which was particular flying on 
that occasion of a C and presenting his Majesty with a 
book of the entertainment, and then at which new of 
machinery the audience seemed much ta 


g 


30th April, 1746.—On this day was cop eal 
Fontenoy, between the allied armies of |, H 
under the command of the Duke of Cumberland, and a 
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commenced, and there was a carnage of 12 000 men on each 5 
let May, 1887. —Thomas Raikes, Esq., in his juurnal of this date, 


writes :-— following act of barbarous is related of Revendee 
Bey, surnamed the One-eyed, who is now the o! of great attention at 
Constantinople. His father died when he was sixteen years old, 


and the Kurdes, his subjects, retused to 
cessor, on account of bis youth, styling him Smonth face, Having called 
the revolting chiefs, he advanced into the midst of them, and 


This extraordinary 
threw themselves at his 


1st May, 1795 —The Boyne, man-of-war, of ninety-eight was this 
day destroyed by fire at Portsmouth, when great was done by 


the ex of the magazine, 
1st May, 1878.—Francis Henry Moran died this day at Chatham. He 
was one of the Light Brigade in the Crimea, and the trumpeter who 


the memorable ‘‘ charge" at Balaclava when the order was 


2nd May, 1879.—A curious story was this day chronicled of one 
of the diamonds of the royal regalia. The stone in question came 
the possession 


ment, which he delivered for many years with 
principal towns in Great Britain. In this sort 
jollowers, among the first and most famous of whom, was 


Matthe 

and May, 1837.—Not less than 25,000 persons assembled on this day 
to witness the execution of James Greenacre, for the murder cf Hannah 
of his victim's 
greeted Green- 


chest and shoulders, the populace responded by a cheer. 

clear that life was extinct, and the body of Fd pers ig Aver ai hung 
motionless, one w the wel- 
kin.” His accom: Sarah Gale, who was transported as being acces- 
sory to the fact, 
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Saturday, April 26, 1885.) 


ROMANCE OF THE ENGLISH CLIMATE. 


—~+— 


WELL I wot the English climate 
Is our noble country's bane ; 
Well I know ‘tis always, a/ways 

Saowing when it does not rain. 


Well I know young Alfred Pringle 
Loved to weatiouns Inatatia, : 

Well I know he wooed and won her, 
‘Wooed her ‘neath a spread umbrella. 


List while I the story tell you, 
While I do my best to rhyme it ; 
Listen to a truthful ballad 
Of our very horrid climate. 


Came young Alfred ev'ry morning, 
Spruce and gay, Tightly tripping ; 


Went ev'ry evening, 
Dankandé damp, and moist and dripping. 

Came a bright and glorious morning, 
Early birds pick'd up their grub, 


Sunshine glitter'd through the raindrops, 
Like Aurora in ar we 


Little birds sang twitter twitter 
_In the bright blue sky above, 
Came young Altred to his Bella, 
Burning to express his love. 


‘Come, my Isabella—come, now, 
Take your out-door and don it ;" 
‘Don't you think,” q she, ‘‘'twill rain, dear ? 
Don't you know ‘twill spoil my bonnet?” 


** Never think ‘twill rain to-day, love ; 
Trust yourself. sweet girl, to me ; 
I will take my big umbrella, 
You shall take your parap/uic.” 


s s * * 


Cloudy grew the sky above them, 
Big drops tumbled as they stood ; 

Anzgrily cried Isabella, 

‘* Drat the rain |—I Anew it would!" 


“* Sweet,” quoth Alfred, ‘hear my love song, 
You're to me by fate allotted ;" 
Answered Isabella, ‘* Bother ! 
See the way my dress is spotted |" 


“Come, my Isabella.” 


Drat the rain. 


** Love me, Isabella !|''—‘' Nonsense | 
See my boots, how sadly soil'd ; 
See my petticoats all muddied, 
See my boanet wholly spoil’d!" 


Standing 'neath a tree, imploring, 

Begg'd young Alfred she'd say, ‘' Yes ;" 
Standing ‘neath « tree indignant, 

Bella moan'c her damaged dress, 


“* Dearest, think, how sweet existence, 
You and I alone together!" 

“Silly, you should not have ask'd me 
Out to walk this horrid weather !" 


‘* Angel! think not by a shower 

Love's fierce flame can e’er be quench'd ;"— 
** What's the good of going on so? 

Don’t you see my things are drench'd?" 


** Loved one! listen and believe me, 
True the tale—yes, true as old ;"— 
“There! the wet is through my boots now ! 
I shall catch a dreadtul cold!" 


s s s 


Gleam'd the sunshine through the branches, 
Flickering ia chequer'd shade ; 

Hopeful beamed the drippiag Alfred, 
Sottly smiled the humid maid. 


**Come, my own one, to Alfred ; 


Came his Bella, moist and blushing, 
Nestling to his driest side, 
Seping, ‘Alfred, I forgive oe 
ighing, ‘'I will be your ie? 
‘*Oh what joy !"" exulted Alfred, 
In his arms he clasp'd the fair ; 
Kiss'd the rain-drops off her forehead, 
Squeezed the moisture from her hair. 


s s * * s 


ee < 
Nestled to his driest side. 


Now I have the story told you, 

And I've done my best to ryhme it ; 
‘Tis a very truthful ballad 

Of our very horrid climate. 


— 


AN ANECDOTE, 


One afternoon an eminent /itérateur of the name of SLOPER met 
. Johnson as he was the hostelry of Mr. With that 
tesy for which he is so celebrated, he immediately inquired if the 
‘or would drink a glass of Oporto. ‘‘I wiil, sir,” replied the Doctor. 
© glasses of Oporto were ordered, and as the Doctor received his, 
Perceived Mr, Boswell watching ‘*Sir," said Dr. Johnson, 
‘© you like Oporto?" ‘* Exceedingly, sir!" replied Hoswell eagerly, 
ng, that the Doctor was about to offer him some, ‘‘ Then see me 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


THE EDITOR'S LETTER-BOX. 


—~— 
°.° We ave not responsible for the compositions printed, wise or other- 

wise. Here they are exactly as they are sent to us. 

WANDSWORTH ComMoN, 18th Afri/, 1885. 

My Dear Mr. SLoper.—In your very amusing ‘* HALF-HOLIDAY " 
you give your readers some excellent advice and recipes. Now could 
you—really now—give me acure for ticklishness? It is my one particular 
weakness, and some of my friends are mean enough to take advantage 
of it. If you can give mea cure, I will remember you on your next 
birthday, if you let me know when it is. 

Hoping I have not taken up too much of your valuable time,—I am, 
dear Mr. SLopgr, yours truly, J. HARTE. 

P.S —Please don't write and say you can't answer my letter, as you 
have lost the address. I shall anxiously watch for the postman. 

ALLY SLorsr, Esq. 


we were all going to enter for the ‘‘ Love letter Competition,” but on 
comparing our individual efforts, there was such a similarity of ‘' sweet 
and such an absence of originality, that we reluctantly 

admitted that we failed lamentably in describing love s paroxysms ; con- 
sequently, dear Miss SLoPER, you will be spared an infliction. The 
men are donkeys, but do write nice love-letters. My first sweet- 
heart was the butcher's boy that serves our school. He was such a 
boy, till he learned to smoke ; and then—oh! * * * * 

our head-mistress did scold when she smelt me ; and he only 

! But I will tell you more about my sweethearts another 

if you care to hear, dear? You must let me know be- 


this letter just to tell you that we girls think it would 
ly if you could be persuaded to describe places in London, 
cousins could take us when we visit them. Poor things! they 
t bright, and always seem at a loss how to spend a day in outing. 
ink it over, dear, and say, ‘* Yes.” 

ty such a nice girl as you should have so unfortunate a 
burt him much? Tell him cardamoms are the best 
mouth to take away the scent. You can buy them at 

Mr. SLopER looks very noble. 


y 
Before I finish, I will tell you a true 


of all the girls in our 
S. HILLYER, 


A RONDEAU. 


What have I said to her? Why do her eyes 
Dreamily dim with the dew they shed? 
Why is her bosom, as torn with sighs, 
Swooning and swelling ? and why does she rise 
And scatter this ruin of roses red ? 
‘When the heart is melted like molten lead, 
And is vent, till vague in the veias it flies, 
The words of a man are more warm than wise! . 
What have I said? 


Am I forgiven, or cau she be fled? 
Not fled ! 


“*You may—just once !" replies. 
What have / said? 


——-_7"——_—_— 


A LOSING GAME, 


HE was young : the newspapers do not tell us how young he was, but 
we may assume he was what is called youngish. She was a young thing, 
too, still younger, as the papers with beautiful particularity inform us. 
These young things loved, and they eloped one morning, and waited for 
the train at Bodeda Stason, An elderly gentleman was also waiting for 
the train, and contrived to get into an altercation with these young 
things, the upshot of which was that they all lost their train, when the 
elderly gentleman turned out to be the lady's kind uncle, who had come 
after her, and — persuaded her to return with bim to her home at 
Lostwithiel. the young man sighed and made tracks, and the 
kind nunkey, while waiting for another train, sat down in the waiting- 
room and had a quiet little game of nap all to himself, but seems to have 
somehow forgotten that bearts were trumps all the time. He found it 
out, though, when he woke up and discovered that that still younger 
young thing was missing, and presently learned that she had been 
rejoined by that other perfidious young thing and had gone off with him 
inatrap. It is much to be feared that these young people are lost to 
the good town of Lostwithiel ; still it is reassuring not to read that the 
good kind uncle lost his temper as well as his niece. There is, of course, 
a moral to this little everyday romance, or we should not have been at 
the trouble to print it. The moral is simply, and we think obviously 
enough, that nunkeys who run after eloping young things ought not to 
go to while ‘‘on the job." SLoPER, however, adds to it the reflec- 
tion that he wishes he could catch 4:s uncle asleep now and then, but the 
plague of it is the old josser is always much too wideawake, 


—_—_>———_ 


THE LATEST. 


THE better-half of Mr. Flybynights, the dashing young tailor of 
Upper Tendom Street, complains that he is never at home. ‘* How on 
earth can I help that?" replied Flybynights ; ‘‘ you know I have to be 
always cutting out!" 


HUNDREDS AND THOUSANDS. 


ADVICE TO AMATEUR CHEESEMONGERS.— Mind, that when you be- 
gin, that you see your whey clear. 

Why could not a pretty woman see Stonehenge ?— Because she would 
have to go to Salisbury plain. : 

SOME one advertises in the Ze/egyaph that bis portrait has been stolen. 
Every one is having his likeness taken nowadays. 

A HAND-TO-MouTH Existence—That of a dentist. 

ALLy reads in the paper that a book-keeper is wanted. He himself 
would particularly like to come across that young man who 
tbree of his back volumes, and stuck to them. 

Cuap a blister on a poet, and it will make him soar, 

WHEN a patient begins to feed more, the doctor is feed less, 

fos rata MELoDy.—"' Here you are, sir—the last two koxes for 
a ha'p'ny!"” 

Why ought crockery to know when it's going to be broken ?/—Because 
it must be a-ware. 

A Cuop Dinner—Minced veal. 


ONE WIFE TOO MUCH. 
By the Author 0 “Two Babies Too Many." 
CHAPTER XXI, 
HE IS NOT HAPPY, 

I HAVé been to the butcher and given him a bit of my mind. _J was in 
no humour to brook the fellow's insolence at this moment. He has given 
me a goodish bit of 4is mind also, and says he don’t want my custom, 
and none of my *‘ stuck-up bounciness, neither," and, if convenient, he'd 
like his bill settled. Very well, there are other butchers, 1 presume. It 
is a good long walk to any of their shops ; but I don’t care about that, 

I have returned in tri- 
umph with a piece of 
beefsteak. It is true it is 


spread out, and Clarissa 
says it will take a lot of 
banging, she knows, 


but that is of little con- 
sequence. 
s s s 

Ihave just found my 
left slipper locked up in 
a drawer of my writing- 
table in my study. 
key of my drawer was on 
a bunch 


We have worried some 
of the steak, and I am 
wy seated in an exhausted 
condition before the parlour fire, with one leg crossed over the other, deep 
in thought. Suddenly I observe Mrs. Penny's eye resting on my foot, 
and ask what is the matter. ‘ Nothing," she says; ‘‘I was only thinking 
how unbecoming carpet slippers are.” + * e * ° 

There are moments when it is unwise to rouse the slumbering lion, and 
this is one of them. The lion is roused, the slippers have been hurled 
into space, and I am striding the length and breadth of the parlour in 
my newest and tightest boots. ‘I can't think how it is,” says Mrs. 
Penny, ‘‘ that men—particularly little men—will persist in buying things 
“* ‘ieee i hi bu haj 1 ‘ : 

am not am anything but happy ! 

“Thar have been wands tetoeen Miss. Penny and me, and things may 

ite axon said beaspes (ora be regretted — it — —— at 
Becessary assert my aut my authorit 
has been asserted. . se d : 

If I have a doubt now, it is as to the efficacy of the assertion. With 
the ordinary run of females, according to my experience, which has ex- 
tended over some years, I have no hesitation in saying that what I said 
ee eo Rene a Sere eling at; but in Mrs, Penny I do 
not notice 


Clarissa brings the Ke; >. 


Presently I accidently overhear Mrs. Penny asking Clarissa, who bas 
gone upstairs for her what ever is the matter with the master, 
and whether she does not really think I require medicine or medical ad- 


hard, too, on those 
Hers. (I mean the other Hers, of course !) And why shoul? Way, 
indeed? A sort of kind of pathetic remorse—overwhelming, as a whole 


though somewhat vague in its attendant details—prompts me to J 
and pick up the left-hand slipper, and kiss and cry over it, and wish I 
were dead, to the spluttering light of a solitary burner at the end of the 
passage ; which, by the way, the gas company bave written to say will 
be cut off if the last quarter isn’t paid up the day after to-morrow. 

Clarissa returns of a mysterious import I don't quite feel equal to 
grapple with, and asks if I don't think I should like a nice nightcap to- 
night. And why shouldao't I, after all? Indeed. occasionally — that is 
to say, generally—I do love what is called in the vernacular or vulgar 
tongue a nightcap ! ° s se e s 

Good Heavens! There is a most extraordinary taste about this! Surely 
—but no, that is almost incredible out of __— number or a lady's 
novel, published by a high-class West-end publisher! Surely she cannot 
—she would not——1! And yet I bave been led to un‘erstand (by my 
favourite lady novelist) that many—I may almost say, the generality of— 
wives put them away by the aid of a deadly but inscrutable poison, 2 © 

After all, it was only the good medicine they tried to administer thus. 
Alter all, meant well, only I wish they hadn't. * ° * 

Iamina of a mess! My man in the City has written to me 
relative to the investment of my little ca and the result as regards 
the little capital (I can’t help laughing in sardonic tones as I mention 
the fact) is that the little capital is worse than nowhere, and I shall never 
see a penny piece of it again. 

After the contents of my business man's communications five 
minutes ago, I had laid it aside and was adding up the items of the un- 
paid and seemingly unpayable tr adesmen's bills as a kind of pastime, but 
now I think I may as well open the rest of the letters, What's this? I 
ought to know the writing. To 
be sure. It's from Tecpesty— 
in point of fact, from the fat! 
of the Twins—and—come, this 
is not bad of Twopenny—he is 
com) of my want of 

ty in di: ing the 
Twins’ school bills. ‘ere also 
is a letter from the schoolmaster 
himself, saying that if the Twins’ 
arreass are not paid up at once, 
he will be reluctantly compelled 
to send the Twins bome to me 
To me, too! I like that. Why 
to me, I should like to know? 
How about Twopenny? Hullo! 
This is an epistle from the Girls ! 
What's wrong with them, I 
wonder? It is most astonishing 
how those Girls do always con- 
tive to turn up at the wrong 
moment with some preposterous 
sense of injury, and now | sup- 
pose——No, I say, this 1s foo 
bad! ‘*We have heard all,” 
they say, ‘‘ and shall be with our 
poor, dear, unfortunate, im- 
. pradent brother almost as soon 
as this letter reaches him." I should like toescape somewhere, if it would 
not be an unmanly act to desert Mrs. Penny. But perhapsit would. By 
the way, though, where is Mrs. Penny? [I have neither seen nor heard 
anytbing of her all the morning. ‘‘ Clarissa!" 
questioned on the subject, says that Mrs, Penny received a 
telegram abuut two hours ago, and put on her bonnet immediately, and 
left the house in a great hurry, without saying a word. What in the 
name of all that is mysterious ?—— 

By Jove! here is the telegram, and it is a cliccher. Mrs. Penny’. 
long-lost father, generally supposed to have gone down in the Be//z witn 
the Claimant and Kenealy, has turned up again, and, like Jack Robiason, 
would appear never to have been drowned at all. 

. * 


Something wrong. 


s . e s 
(70 be continued next week.) 
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BOXING LESSON. 


PRODGERS'’ 


e 


=e BEING A SELE 

 \\ Vol. IL. — 
j \ a 

J 

4 


1" said Mr. Prod; “If I only knew 2. On in at a sporting house, 3. That superlative creature, in a hoarse voice 
about that sort of thing. T wondet he is hare pags *‘cleverest man in and powerful language, having consented to 
t of it before; I'll take some London, bar none.” the required instruction for ‘‘a matter o' three 


quid." they commence. Mr, P, wishes he hadn't 


Preparing for War. ! In Bechuanaiand 


4 Now," said the Professor, ‘stop this!" Mr, 5. Unable to hit the Professor, Mr. P. has a 6. One day, being rather more in liquor and 


cae seer ee a immediat sack, ork with such out of temper than usual, the Prof, said he would 
Not at that price, meno’ water ; not at that price, not if I know it.” _ et sd cel alaacaes ney eat he ilove ih Prom with un- panch Mr’ P.'s head if he did not instantly ‘fork 
Se, i : ~ quenchable thirst. out five bob.” Mr. P, discontinued his lessons. 


HAVE NO FEAR. ait 
‘i fe: the life of a man who thought ‘he wou! all 
Nice Tete Cee an umbrella with him instead of a riding-whip, 


9. ‘Come on, Guv'nor,” said the little beggar. 
Prodgers is in for it ; but the terrific encounter 
must be given next week. 


7. Mr, P. hasat last an opportuni 
his science ; he sees a female 
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aera YOU PEPPER! 
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The Ghost of the old Polytechnic ; a Salt-atory Spirit | 
with a fancy for Pepper. 
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A CHEAP DINNER. 
Fantail No. 1. Hullo, Bill, what are you doin'?—givin' your ole mar’ 


\\ Why ai 


FIRST SET—BOTTOM COUPLE. 


Tittng af Sentiment to more Material Creature. We are too corporeal, don't some corn? ae 
. you think, Mr. Stubbs? What we want is soul—more soul ! Fantail No. 2. Hush, ye fool! It's on'y a hempty bag, but I fixes it so > 
Male Creature, And a little body too, con't you think? ALLY hears that the Right Hon. W. E. G. has gone in she can't get her nose to the bottom, an’ it's a'most as good as a blow-out 1 Tine, the Pre 
(Thing of Sentiment replieth not for a masher collar, and cast aside the grand old one. for her. 


_——$—$—$—$——- --—-—_---- ie 


London! Printed by Dauziat Brorusas, et thelr Camden Press, High Street, N.W., and Published for the Proprietor by W. J. Siecims, 99 Shoe Lane, E.C.—Saturday, April 25. 1885. 


at 


